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Author's Notes: 
One-shot, after the whole Junior leaving the band and suing Dave era. 


They sat across from each other in complete silence. He wore white DKNY, jeans and dark shades across from 


a plain black t-shirt and dark cargo pants. One ordered an espresso, the other just a coke. They avoided each 


other's gazes and made idle chit chat about this or that. 
How about them Ducks? Dave felt like saying. He felt so awkward, he wished he were anywhere else. 


"How's Pam?" Junior asked. 

"Good, good, she's talking to me again," Dave said with a slight smile and a shrug of the shoulders. 
"And the kids?" Junior continued. 

"Well, they don't hate me any more so that's a start," Dave said his voice trailing off at the end. 


They chatted mindlessly. Dave shifted uncomfortably. He felt like a naughty child waiting to see the principal. He 


questioned why he had even come, why he was putting himself through all this, but Junior had a power over 


him and secretly, he hoped. In his heart of hearts he hoped.. 
Junior noted the movement in Dave's left hand and he quipped about it being good as new. 


Dave sipped his espresso. It was bitter. It was sharp. Even with the tonne of sugar he had added to it, it 


wasn't very good. Dave knew coffee. Someone had burnt the beans. 


It was tense, across the table Dave was holding his cards close to his chest. One word answers to Junior's 


forced questions. 


"This is bullshit," he muttered under his breath. 
"The coffee?" 
"Sure," Dave said, his lip curled slightly, "the coffee." 


They ordered lunch, despite Dave's misgivings. Spaghetti and meatballs for Junior and steak with a piss poor 
side salad for Dave. 


"Wanna split a garlic bread?" Junior suggested. 


"No. 


Junior was nervous, he talked a lot when he was nervous. Dave said nothing, he had nothing to say and he 
gave nothing away. He ate his meal in silence. He finished and neatly crossed his knife and fork on the plate. He 
wiped the corners of his mouth with his napkin and carefully placed it on top of the cutlery. 

"I think we're done here," he said coldly. Junior looked at his with a shocked wide mouth expression. He'd been 
talking so much he'd barely even touched his food and yet he hadn't said a word of what he needed to. 

"l'Il get the cheque," Dave said with a cool laugh, "Lord knows you probably don't have the money." 

"Don't do this," Junior said quietly. 

"Do what?" Dave questioned. 

"Don't go." 


Dave sunk into his seat, he removed his sunglasses to reveal dark circles and tired eyes. He ran his palm over 
his face, across his unshaven chin and he took a deep breath, letting it out as an exasperated sigh. 

"Why did you ask me to come here?" Dave said after a lengthy silence. 

"Because | made a mistake," was Junior's reply. Dave let out an almost forced laugh. 

"Oh yeah, you fucking bet you did" 

"I'm sorry," Junior continued, 


"| don't believe you," Dave was still angry, and he was still upset, but above all, he was still hurt. 


When he had stopped returning Dave's calls, and refused to visit him in rehab, it had felt like he had abandoned 
him. When he sued him, it felt like a stab in the back. It was the ultimate betrayal. It wasn't about the money 
or Megadeth Inc. It was like a divorce. And the mudslinging and name calling afterwards was very public and 


very hurtful. Everyone left Dave in the end, no one ever stuck around, but he had hoped that Junior was 
different. He wasn't. And in the end, just like he knew he would, he walked alone. 


Alone, bitter, and angry. 


Dave wasn't about to give Junior whatever the hell he wanted Dave was not about to perform an act of 
submission. Whatever Junior wanted, he wasn't going to give so easily. He wasn't going to bend over for 
someone who hadn't done the same for him. At least not easily, whatever it was, Dave was going to make him 


crawl. Dave was going to make him beg. 


Dave paid the bill, thanked the waitress for the meal, and got up to leave. He'd made it half a block before 
Junior caught him. His credit card in hand. Dave had left it on the table. 

"Oh, thanks," he said pocketing it. He went to walk away again but Junior grabbed him by the forearm and 
turned him around. 

I'm sorry," Junior said looking into his eyes. 

"| don't believe you," Dave repeated. He went to snatch his arm back, but Junior's grip was tight. 

‘lm sorry, I'm sorry, l'm sorry," Junior kept repeating. 

"Say it as much as you want, | still don't believe you," Dave growled at him. 

"Please," Junior mumbled, his shoulders slumped and his expression forlorn. That look, that sad little boy look. 


"Come with me," Dave gave in. 


They sat in Dave's Aston Martin. Dave leaning away from Junior with his arm resting on the driver's side 
window, Junior looking at the floor. Neither of them speaking a word. 

"Why? Why'd you do it?" Dave broke the silence. 

"Lunch?" Junior questioned. 

"No. Not lunch, why did you leave me? And to top it off, why did you sue me? Why did you just keep driving 
the knife deeper and deeper into my fucking heart. You killed me David." 


He only called him David when it was important. He only called him David when it was time to shut up and 


listen 
He mumbled a few unintelligible words. He couldn't piece together a response that would appease him. 


Suddenly they were off driving, Dave couldn't take the sitting still anymore. A car like that was meant to be 
driven He drove her hard and he drove her fast. Dave was very aware of Junior's presence in the vehicle. It 
was all consuming and suffocating. Just as he thought he could handle it, he couldn't. He parked the car in 
some dead empty car park Got out. Slammed the door. He kicked an empty can as hard as he could and yelled. 
His head, it swam with a thousand and one different thoughts, all louder than the other. He couldn't shut up 
his head. 


Junior got out of the car and was standing in front of him. 
He couldn't shut up his head. 


He grabbed Junior's cheeks and kissed him hard on the mouth, backing him up against the side of the car. His 


tongue raced along well-known lips and his fingers snaked through familiar strands of hair. He pulled away, the 


suction breaking with a loud smack and he cursed again. 
"FUCK!" 
His heart raced and his blood pressure soared. 


| want to come back Dave," Junior said quietly. This stopped Dave dead in his tracks. 

"What did you just say?" 

| want to come back Dave, to the band." he paused for a second, thinking carefully over his words. 
"And." Dave urged him. 

"And to you." 


Dave lunged at him again, kissing the lips that he had missed for so long, his hands pressing and pushing. Junior 
pushed him away. Dave had been determined, he wasn't going to give in, but dammit if Junior wanted him well 


he had wanted him too. 


"But it has to be different this time," Junior insisted. 

‘Of course, different,” Dave had that look in his eye. He was up to something. 

"| mean it Dave." 

"I know, that's why | came today. Because | wanted... 

Junior pulled Dave by the collar and kissed him hard and fast. Dave always did talk too much. And Dave kissed 
him back, they were back in the fold and back in the groove. They stood in the empty parking lot, Dave felt like 
he was about to explode. Tension swapped for nervous excitement. He had no idea what he was doing but he 


threw all caution to the wind. 


Everyone left Dave in the end. His father, his mother, Metallica, band members dropped like flies, his wife, his 


kids. Junior had always been there, until he wasn't. But this was a first, someone coming back. 

"| always knew," he said warmly as they got in the car. 

"Knew what?" Junior asked with a slow shake of his head. 

"That you would come back to me. Everyone always leaves me, but | knew you'd be the one to come back" 
Was he weak for letting Junior back into his life so easily? Perhaps he was. But Dave was nothing without him, 
or at least that was how it seemed. They had hurt each other before, Dave wasn't by any means an innocent 
party in it all. But that was behind them. Forgiven, but not forgotten 

Would it work with them both clean, sober, better men? 


They would just have to wait and see. 


